under the club's auspices.    She and I felt a thrill each time we passed the little theatre where the play was to be given.    We trudged through rain and snow selling tickets, urging principals of high schools to persuade their students   to   come.    Our   great   day   came. Despite all our faithful work, our glowing hopes, our venture into the field of dramatic art did not succeed.    On the day of the performance the house we had so surely hoped to find full was half empty.    After the play we stood watching the audience straggling out into the wet street.    We trotted down all the steps from our vantage point in the gallery. We   tried  to  look  very  dolefully   at   one another.    But our eyes met.    And I -could not help smiling.    The other girl's clear voice rang out with mine.    For had not she and I touched finance, art, drama? . .  . We were [120]e past years. For a moment I almost wished to run back home, to that which was sure and familiar.l. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
